IV.

THE
SIGN OF THE GOLDEN  SHOE.

PART I.

A BRAZIER smouldered in the door to keep
The Plague away.  The Mermaid reeked with

smoke

Of scented woods,   Nash crept into the room
Shivering like a fragment of the night,
His face yellow as parchment, and his eyes
Burning.

"The Plague! He ha<? taken itl" voices cried*
" That's not the Plague!   The old carrion crow is

drunk j

But stand away.   What ails you, Nash, my lad ? "
Then, through the clamour, as through a storm

at sea,

The master's voice, the voice of Ben, rang out,
"Hashl"

Ben leapt to his feet, and like a ship
Shouldering the waves, he shouldered the throng

aside.
" What ails you, man ?   What's that upon "your

breast ?
Blood!"

" Marlowe is dead," said
And stunned the room to silence. . . .
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